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squalid huts. The only village of any size through
which they were to pass was Maha Potana, an agri-
cultural village, one day's journey from Beragama,
which had sprung up around a vast tank restored
by Government. They carried their food with them,
and slept at night on the bare earth under bushes
or trees. Every day they trudged, straggling along
in single file, from seven to eleven in the morning,
and from three to six in the evening. Silindu was
dazed and weak, and often had to be helped along
by Babun. The women carried large bundles of
food and chatties,7 wrapped up in cloths, upon their
heads. It was the hottest time of the year, when
the jungle is withered with drought, the grass has
died down, the earth is caked and cracked with heat;
the trees along the paths and road are white with
dust. The pools had dried up, and the little streams
were now mere channels of gleaming sand. Often
they had to go all day without finding a pool or a
well with water in it. For twelve hours every day
the sun beat down upon them fiercely; the quiver-
ing heat from the white roads beat up into their
faces and eyes; the wind swept them with its burn-
ing gusts and eddies of dust. Their feet were torn
by the thorns, and swollen and blistered by the hot
roads. As Hinnihami followed hour after hour along
7 Earthenware pots.